An Accounting of the History of the City of Iron 

as recounted by Finn Rocksteady, Boggan Scribe 

and Reynard Silverfox, Pooka Bard
On Pittsburgh in General:

Finn: “For being a big city, we’re still one of the most down-to-earth.  Boggans, Trolls and Nockers are the most common kiths, and our strong, worker’s hands have guided it throughout its growth.  It’s got a bit of a reputation for being a tough city for Changelings, what with the “Iron City” nickname and all, but that just means it breeds tough fae as well as tough folk.”

Reynard: “There’s more to it than all that, though.  The city’s got plenty of mysteries, and a nasty underside.  The city’s been shaped by as the bloody hands of the Redcaps, as well as appendages of other, more unpredictable sources.  From Ironfang and the Crags to strange flames and walls, Pittsburgh’s active supernatural nightlife can make the Dreaming quite a dangerous place.  ‘Down-to-earth’ is not quite the term I’d use.”

On Pittsburgh’s Roots:

Finn: “When the British expelled the French in 1758, a couple of Boggans inhabited Fort Pitt, starting a few of the shops that would later outfit the travelers coming through the city.   Named William Goodman and Terrence Hearth, they helped keep the fort productive and dedicated. The foundations for what eventually became one of the most staunchly blue-collar cities were really laid by these first Changelings in the area.”

Reynard: “Well, except for the fact that they weren’t the first Changelings in the area.  There’s plenty of evidence of conflicts with the Native American Fae, untamable earth and water spirits, and you can never really rule out the occasional wandering Eshu, Redcap or Pooka, can you?  There were plenty of things outside the walls of Fort Pitt, and they’re the things we can only speculate about.”

On the Coal and Iron Industry:

Finn: “Around the 19th Century, immigrants started flocking to the city, and with them came the fae.  Coal mining, glass manufacturing and so forth drew dozens of Trolls, Nockers and Boggans, as well as a handful of the others.  These hard working kiths preserved and were somehow able to keep worker’s dreams alive, despite the harsh conditions of the mining and industrial factories.  Even when the steel industry was booming, Pittsburgh wasn’t the anathema to fae that you’d think; the steel-making process very rarely deals with Cold Iron as fae fear it, but the fear of it did keep away many of the more timid fae.  It’s a harsh place sometimes, but not as bad as people think.”

Reynard: “Actually, more than those three kiths came across.  What few urban Pooka could stand to live in the polluted city worked overtime to keep the people’s spirits up, Eshu, and Satyr showed up because there were people, and Sluagh had a hand or two in the cults that sprang up around the city.  People were being plenty productive, but it was still a pretty tough time for all.  Apparently, the only ones who were enjoying it all were the Redcaps, who apparently came specifically because of the harsh conditions of the mining and factories.  They say some of them feasted quite nicely on the crushed dreams of the workers, and it goes without saying that they haven’t been too popular since.”

On The Accordance War:

Finn: “Things weren’t going too badly until the Sidhe came back.  A commoner court had been doing quite well, under the guidance of Thomas Hardy, a Troll Knight-Baron, along with Ethan Hearth (a Boggan Union Chief, and descendant of one of the Boggans in Fort Pitt), and a pair of Scathach Sidhe advisors, Charity Addams and Percy Blue-eyes.  When the rest of the Sidhe returned, Charity and Percy were sent to meet them on behalf of the commoners.  Sadly, Duke Penechol, the Sidhe they met, was outraged by the mere appearance of Sidhe from the “traitorous commoner house of Scathach”, and all hopes for peace were lost.”

“In the fighting, the Sidhe had taken the freeholds inside the city, and the commoners fought from the surrounding countryside.  Even though we knew the land better, the commoners simply weren’t trained for war like the Sidhe were, but our Scathach “advisors” formed “The Sons of Skatha” as an order of “commoner knights” dedicated to peace, which helped keep the tides balanced.”

“The last battle in Pittsburgh was the night of February 14th, 1973, in a commoner freehold in Schenley Park that Sidhe had taken.  In the fighting, Duke Penechol was Undone, but the war truly ended when the Pittsburgh Police arrested everyone on the scene and made them spend the night in jail.  Despite the Banality, the leaders of both sides suddenly came to an agreement, and the Accordance Pact was signed formally on the 26th.”

“Nobles and Commoners now live side by side, and the war of the past is behind us.  We’re still a very commoner-based city, and what few nobles we have respect that.  Naturally, Dougal is the most powerful noble house in the city, thriving on the tradition of craft and industry of the city.”

Reynard: “It’s not really as cut and dried as all that, but the upshot is that there were about four years of bloodshed and fighting, open and in secret.  Everyone talks about how great the Sons of Skatha must have been to even the tides of the war, but they’re forgetting all the little things that fought against the Sidhe.”

“The Sidhe thought that taking the freeholds in the city would be a good idea to show symbolic control over the land, but they didn’t take into account the harshness of living in ‘The Iron City’, and their sensitive elfy souls just weren’t ready for it.  Add in the attacks from street gangs (often led by Redcaps, who barely cared whether the folks in charge were Sidhe or not) and the dangers of the city’s dreams (one Sidhe led a contingent of knights to battle Ironfang, the poor, arrogant fool), and it seems like a miracle that they could survive in the city for even a single night.”

“Charity and Percy were good folk, don’t get me wrong, but they weren’t the only reason we won the war against the Sidhe.  Truth be told, no side technically won the war; the Accordance Pact just says that we won’t try to kill each other just for being nobles on our ground or for being commoners who think they’ve got some rights.  There’s a symbolic re-signing of the Pact every year, just to remind each other not to go back to the warring, too.  It can get a little tough to keep it in mind, some days…”

On Modern Technology:

Finn: “Even with the dissolution of the steel industry, the Iron City has adapted well, and the fae in it have found new ways to survive and even prosper, on occasion.  While Boggans and Trolls suffered from the loss of the traditional blue-collar steel-mill jobs, the Nockers benefited from the changes and advances in technology in the city.  Of course, those booms in technology have led to even more Banality in the city…”

Reynard: “Balderdash!  The new technology booms are what saved the city from falling into Banality!  While the average workers were moping around during the slumps with Boggans and Trolls, the new universities were making new arts, tools, and wonders.  These new, modern dreams were ambrosia to Satyrs, Nockers, Eshu, Sluagh, Sidhe and more, all throughout the city.  From Andy Warhol revolutionizing modern art to incredible advances in computers and health care, the Iron City’s been doing pretty well for itself since the steel mills stopped.  And the air’s cleaner, too.”

“The biggest negative change, if a stogy fool like you wants to call it that, is that the change towards more modern, rapidly shifting dreams have made the Unseelie more common.  And considering how tightly the Boggans and Trolls held the reigns before, it would have been hard for it to be less Unseelie!”

On Fimbulwinter:

Finn: “Say what you will, Rey, but I still say that the new modernism was what led to us being susceptible to Fimblewinter.  The banal storm that ravaged the Kingdom of Rolling Hills in the Autumn and Winter of 1997 wasn’t a threat to the fae who took shelter in the mew belonging to Finnegan Fivefingers, a classic Nocker of the old steel-mill and blue-collar school, and good friend to the Boggans.  We were snowed in for weeks, but he had plenty of supplies and it was like a big sleepover, when we were all kids.  All the rest of the fae were buried by Fimblewinter, and some still haven’t re-awoken, yet.  Of course, since he let in most all of the nobility and respected commoners, it was only the riff-raff like the Redcaps and the more stubborn new types who were left out there with their own modern shelters.  And good riddance, too.”

Reynard: “I still don’t know why ‘Finger’s old steel-mill was proof against Fimbulwinter, but you can’t claim he was being a hero.  I could swear I heard people banging on the doors to be let in, but he just turned up the music and offered everyone another cup of hot cocoa.  Luckily, I hear that there were more than a few safe places that were found in the Crags, of all places.  And yes, many of the ‘modern’ fae made it through the Winter with nothing more than a nasty chill.  But outside the Crags and ‘Finger’s steel-mill, Fimbulwinter left the suburbs and valleys as wild, dangerous places for unprepared fae.  The dreams out there sprang up some nasty surprises, and anyplace that was left empty got filled up by the more expansive chimera from the Crags.”

On the Crags:

Finn: “The heart of the Iron City, and one of the nastiest places around, what the mortals call downtown, we call the Crags.  Where the skyscrapers and street crime are, the Near Dreaming provides us with inhospitable mountains and dangerous goblins.  Those steel and iron skyscrapers, as well as the cruel glass and aluminum ones just serve to warn fae away from what’s become an inhospitable land in the cold, new world.  The twisted business of today’s world fills the Crags with nightmares and nervosa of every kind, and while a brave man can travel into it during the day and hope to escape safely, there’s no safety to be found at night, nowadays.  Thankfully, the denizens no longer raid out from there at nights, although we’ve still got the old Watchtowers in place to keep eye, just in case.”

Reynard: “Now you’re just going over the edge, Finn.  The Crags are, indeed, the most dangerous place in the Iron City, but it isn’t impossible to survive in there.  Rumor has it that there are some fae that have made “arrangements” in the Crags, and the ones that can survive there can survive in any street, anywhere.  And anyone can walk down the streets during daylight with no fear of anything more than a few mischievous goblyns.  Interestingly enough, some stories imply that the Crags have been there, in one shape or another, long before the skyscrapers.  I can’t say I believe it, but I’ve heard a lot about the earth and water spirits that supposedly thrived where the three rivers meet.”
On Ironfang:

Finn: “One threat of the Crags that nobody doubts is Ironfang the Enormous, a massive dragon that nests in the Crags.  He’s been around since the Steel Industry Boom, and he’s the curse of the Iron City for the fae ever since then.  Like most chimera in the Crags, he’s blessedly dormant during the day, although there are always the occasional panicked whispers of folk who say they’ve seen him in daylight.  He’s a big, unkillable dragon who looks like he’s practically wrought out of Cold Iron!  How can that even be?”

Reynard: “There’s always been some fool knight or another who’s thought they could kill Ironfang, from that stupid Sidhe with his troops, to an Eshu named Theryl Dane, who was so lost to Bedlam that he went to challenge the dragon.  Guess what happened to them?  The only one who ever seemed to make a dent was a Troll named Arminas van der Schmitt in 1986, I believe, who fought and apparently slew the dragon, in front of a few witnesses.  He was hailed as a hero and had quite a few of the more seriously enjoyable parties of the 80’s. Of course, a few months later, Ironfang was sighted around the Crags, and Arminas was denounced as a fraud, and he left the city not long afterwards.”

On Recent Events:

Finn: “Well, we’ve done pretty well these days, despite the occasional threat to our way of life, or at least ways of lives.  We’ve got decent communications and relations with the local sentient chimera, and major changes that spring up either get fixed (like when a wall started growing up around the city) or are just eventually accepted (like the huge, talking gout of flame that exists where the fountain at the Pittsburgh Point is).  We’ve got a few famous types around the city, too, including the King’s Jester, Tanookie, and the High Councilor to the King, Duke Caoilfhionn Liath ap Dougal, who’s in charge Pennsylvania, West Virginia and New Jersey.  So the city’s pretty well off.”

Reynard: “In the last few years, there have been explorations into the Crags, child assassins, wars between chimera, and more.  And all of those things are fine, just a part of everyday (and everynight) life in the Iron City.  But the real threats have been the ones that threaten the very dreams of the city.  Economic slumps, police brutality, and despair over the war have been common, and it’s shown in a slow rise in Banality.  One Sidhe, Aaranwyn ap Eiluned, recently withered and died to some sort of Banality curse, and no one knew any way to help him.  Even the coziest of fae here are feeling the icy breath of Winter, and I don’t know if there’s anywhere, in the Iron City or outside that will be safe from it.”
